THE NEW MACHIAVELLI

land between the Great Western and the North
Western railways. I was going to " take hold " at last,
the Kinghamstead Division was my appointed
handle. I was to find my. place in the rather indis-
tinctly sketched constructions that were implicit in
the minds of all our circle. The precise place I had to
fill and the precise functions I had to discharge were
not as yet very clear, but all that, we felt sure, would
become plain as things developed.

A few brief months of vague activities of "nurs-
ing" gave place to the excitements of the contest that
followed the return of Mr. Campbell-Bannerman to
power in 1906. So far as the Kinghamstead Division
was concerned it was a depressed and tepid battle. I
went about the constituency making three speeches
that were soon threadbare, and an odd little 'collection
of people worked for me; two solicitors, a cheap
photographer, a democratic parson, a number of dis-
senting ministers, the Mayor of Kinghamstead, a
Mrs. Bulger, the widow of an old Chartist who had
grown rich through electric traction patents, Sir
Roderick Newton, a Jew who had bought Calersham
Castle, and old Sir Graham Rivers, that sturdy old
soldier, were among my chief supporters. We had
headquarters in each town and village, mostly these
were empty shops we leased temporarily, and there at
least a sort of fuss and a coming and going were main-
tained. The rest of the population stared in a state of
suspended judgment as we went about the business.
The country was supposed to be in a condition of
intellectual conflict and deliberation, in history it
will no doubt figure as a momentous decision. Yet
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